T he Trdgedie of Fan!et 

sndeuidabte, or Poem vnimited. Seneca cannot betooheaulej 
nor Plautus too light forthe law of writ, and the Iibertie: thcfc 
are the onely men, 

Harn.O leptha Iud'ge of Ifrael, what a treafure hadft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter aad no more , the which he lo« 
ued palling well. 

A Still on my daughter. 

Ham: Am I not i’th right old leptbaf 
To!. What foilowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then you know it came to 
paffc,as moft like it was; the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fhow you more, for looke where tny abridgement conies, . 


all, lam glad to fee 




Enter the Players* 

Ham. You arc welcome maifters, welcome, 
thee well, welcome good friends, oh old friend, why thy face is 
balanc’d fince I faw thee latt \ convft thou to b^ard mec in Den - 
marine ? what my young Ladie and Miftris,my Ladieyour Ladi- 
fliip is ncercr to Heauen,then when I faw y ou laft by the altitude 
of a chopinc, pray God your voice like a peece ofvrtcurf ant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
weele ento’t like friendly Faukners, flic at any thing wc fce # weelc % 
haue afpeech flraic, come giuc vs a tatte of your qualitie, cornea 
paflionare fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard chec fpeakc me a fpeech once, but it was neuer ac- 
ted, or if it was, not abouc once, for the play I remember pleafd 
not the million, t’ was cauiary to the general, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in frich matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digeftyed in the feenes , fet 
dowric with as much modefty as cunning, I remember onefaid 
there were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter auory, nor 
no mat ter in thephrafe that might indite rhe author of afFeflion, 
but cald it an honeft method, as wholefomeasfweetjand by very 
much, more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t I chiefly loued, 
t'wzs^/Eneai talke toZW<?,and there about of it efpccially when . 
he fpcakesol Priams flaughrcrjfit liue in your memory begin at 
this* line, let me fee, letmefee^the rugged P nhm like Th’U'canian 

Beaft, 


Prince of Denmarke? 

Beaft.tls not it begins with Pjrrbtu.The tagged Pjrrbut, he 
whofe fable armes, 

BUcke as his purpofe did the night rcfcmblc, 

When helay couched in th’ominous horfc. 

Hath now this dread and black completion fracard. 

With Hcraldy more difmall head to foot. 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickc 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters,(bnnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets 
Than lend a tirrancus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther,rofted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs,thc ht\\\fkiVjrrhw 
Old granlire Priam feekes ; fo proceed you # 

Pol. Foregod my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and 
PUj. Anon he finds him (good diferetion. 

Striking too fhort at Greckcs,his antickc fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where ft {alls, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall m&chc* 

Pirrbas at Priam driues, in rage flrikes wide. 

But with the whiffeand wind ofhis fell (word, 

Th'vnnerued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming cop 
Stoopcs to hisbafe; and with a hiddious cra(h 
Takes prifoncr^rriw care, for lo his fword 
Which was declining on the milkie head 
Of reuerent PrM«f,fecm'd i'th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pjrrktu flood 
Like auewtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as wc often fee againft fome ftorme, 

A filence in the beauens, the rackc ftand ftill, 

The bould winds fpcechleffc,and the orbe below 
As hufli as death, anon the drcadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after PirriEw/paufc, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him new a workc. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Marfa Armor forg’d for proofc ererne. 

With leffe remoife then Pirrbns bleeding fword 

Now falls on Priam. F Out 
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